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LITTLE LAURETTE.

Little Laurctte was sitting beside
Bu}t‘uﬁun-mn fire, ﬂ: o dream alone;
A wignonne mixture of love and pride
She secmed, ns she | her sone,
8he combed her trosses of fmndmm hair,
Mer small white feet to the fire peeped ont,

Strangely fluttersd her hosown fair,
And her lips bad a wilfal pont.

Whoever had seen that little Lanrette,
Laooking so innocent, tender aml awoet,
Wonld have lone’d to have made ber his own,
uWn pet,
To lie at Lor fair young feet,

Is it fear that dwells in those weird blue eyes 1
Fou 1t 1s not luve. amd 1t 18 not sorrow,

Al ! ittle Laurctte, from yonr dresn arise,
You uust be married to-morrow,

Marriod to one who loves yon weil,
W hose wealth to your life will a glory be,
Yot I guess you are thinking—who can tell 1—
Of Frank, who .8 over the sea,

How happy they were, that gir] and boy,
Un the garden tercace by miconiight wet,
When to look 1o his eyes was the perfect joy

Of that littie darling Laurette.

How wretched they were, that boy and girl,
When for *he last, Inst tline they met,

And be carried away » sofr, bright corl,
And the beart of Ittle Lanretty.

Pooh, pooh, her heart 1 Why she hasn't a heart ;
She waltzed that uight with 8ir Evelyn Vere.
Into the greenhouse t?u-_v strolled apart—
He's got twenty thousand a year—

A Lionge in Park Lane—a chatean in France—
A charming villa on Windermere.

Sho made up her mind in that very ficst davee
She'd liko to be Lady Vere.

The pows will go out by the Overland Mail :
In a moenth or two pour Fraok will bear

That Londou has nothimg to de bat te hatl
The beauty of Lady Vere

ghe’Il be Queen of Fashion, that heartless elf,
Till » younger cotues, and Lthe world grows vool.
And as to Frank—wiil be shoot himself
Well, T bope he's not quite such a fool,
Morrimer COLLINS,
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DE BLRUTONS SWORD HILT.
—_—
1.

Though the plague of tourists has not ye fallen
upon it, thera exista within the varrow seas no
more pietures ue little town than Monkmeor, It
liea awong bills on the borders of Shropshire and
Herefordohire, some thirty uules from Shrowsbury.
7 he latter Moakmoor yields to as the county town ;
bt it solaces itsolf with though*s of the duys when
its groy ol castle was a princely residence, and
when tv lorded it fai and wiae over the Marches ol
Wales, Of its priory but a name is left. of its
castle, ruins such of Kemlworth ecan dono m
than matel 3 of its chareh, well, the townsmen suy
§* is the second parish-choreh in England, and look
with scorn on the tall spive of St. Mary's, at
Shrewsbuty, Whother it is the second parsh-
church in England, 1 know not: ouly ono fiuer
have 1 scen; so that, as far as 1 kuow, that may
be so: put Bt Mary’s it cerwainly does excel, save
in painted gliss lonor where honor fs due.  But,
grand ra are the wooded hills tising aronnd it, in-
terosting as are ils historical monuments, Monk-
moor lies out of the toad of the crowd of travellos,
and only a few, a very few, urtists come bitber in
smmner, attracted  chiclly by somo old timber
houses equal to auy that Chester can ghosv, Not.-
withstarding, one Aungust morning two years ago
Fustace Wallers, & yorng barrister of moderate
family and more modernts fortune, found himselt
slancdine nnder the Butehers’ Row outsule the
Angel Hotel st Monkmoor. Ho bad been merely
passing along the shrewshury amt Hereford Rail-
way, intenditug o sl-r-ml some weeks of the snmmer
vacation on the Wye, when the sight of the ol
castle framed in Mary Knoll Woods had atfracted
hin, and, rejoleing i uneacnmbered yonth, ho hod
doternined to stay and sce the vlece.  This was the
third day of hisstay, and it was a wet one; he ad
geor, the eastle; he had seen the chureh; hejhad
admired the black-and-white touses, and the ghield.
Yearing poanels nt the Bull; he had heard all—and
that was very lttle—that was to be heard about
the FPriory. Finally, ashe Jremarked to the Boots,
the billismd-table was only moederate, and games
with the marker are apt to become monotonous,
o the Boots pegaeded bim with a donbtful air; the
Angel wounld gladly bave hud tourists as thick as
Jocusts, anil, failing that, wished to do tue best h‘}-
such stray ones as lighted down; wherefors, ns
remarked, the Boors was looking donbtiul what
amusement he should suggest to carry the solitary
guest over suother day. He looked down the
gtrect, but the Browd Gule gave him o inspiri-
tion ; nor, when be looked up, did the Butter Cross,
Rut his wemory vroved troe to him: the livws of
Monkmoor wers not exhausted.,

T do declare, sir,’ suid he with a hearty slap on
his thigh, * you've never sevn the mnsenin 1t's just
the day for it, wiiih the rain stopping everything
else or yon might have gons to ‘Titterstons Hill, or
to Wigmore Castle, ot tried for a tront in the Temne ;
ay, aud the day aiter to-moreow there's o ericket-
matih! DBut there's some Loipgs very curious nt
the museum uow, Fve Leard say. Firot tnroing on
the left, up Castle-st., and then inguire at the
corner shop, sir’ _

No necd here to enter into the discnssion as to
the merits of nmuersus small, or a tew 1:!r1.t1-,
musenins . Mongmouor, with 18 old associations,
conld well supply a collection of it own, in which,
as the Boots at the Angel CMANY curinis
things: and vur hero, tho panbguurian,
goi throug b un bour “ery plensantly. The curator,
who, outside tue door, acted as o stationer, knew
gomothing of the things he had in charge, vot not ko
much ns te bore s audicnce with abstrose lore,
Thepe wos o good sbhow of fopsi]l rernins, of shells
and ceps und ferns—all quickly passed over—but
the relics found in and about the castle formed the
greater, she unique, port of the cullection.  Qnaint
oid purchments tnunned with the names of Dinan
anid Morthmer and Sidney ; mysterious instiuments
of tortnte, sty aras, and armor—all thise wers
there in plenty, and, as signg uf the knights of
whom bot dust 2ud rust remain, they awake o all
solé interest in the past.  One sword-linlt, to
whicli tut a couple of inches of Llade remaimed,
partieulazly attracied Walters : it was hooorea by
n smill gl tapped case all to itself, which was,
moreover, locked, e inguired its hiistory.

Well, sir) explained the old gentleman, as he
reversntly nnlocked the case amd drew out the
froagment, “ 16 Wis founi svime twenty yYears Hgo
wear Mortimer's Cross, @ battletield abont, if the
spot be rightly guessed, ten wiles trom here, The
Iilt s said to beoof 1tadian make, and to have be-
Joraredt to Jasper Twlor, Earlof P:-uxhrukt_t. who was
there deleatid by the Yorkists in the Wars of the
Flows,  But antiquarians say tlhust it was made long
betore even s timne.

« It must have belonged to some one of mark ; for
st 1, indecd . unigue in shape.’

Yes, the figure crucilicd uspidesdown to form
the cross-handle 1 certainly St, Peter, who was
possibly the owner's patron saint.’

18 it hewvy T May 1 bundle at?
wuore valuablé then than now.

Ay, so Uve heard. Do you see, thers were once
the crossed keys surmonnting the foot of the cross,
but now only two [ragumoents are left Lo indicate
them. A good many have guessed it belonged
inally to a crusader, o1 a knight of some Ttalian

or_?’: i
military order.

By Jove. 1 did not see that it was hollow, A
rare ides, worthy of D1, Lynn himselt. What a
capital biding-place for yvour secrels, i the hiiv ot
your sword !’

‘Hollow §  Good Heavens, so it is! And we've
haa it twenty years and never suspected it,
though I've cleaned it several times! Now, to
think of your finding it ont like that ¢

Never was antiquarian so astonished.

i Fvidently the old baron's secrets were reserved
for me to bring to lght,' answersd the young man
merrily @s he ponted to s ting roll of jparchment
lying fn the hollow now so cnriously discovered.
The old 1talian craftaman had made the tigure to
slip up the cross, when & smwall indentation at the
root ui the binde was pressed ; in the back of the
fignre was i square cavity, now containing s rolled
glip of |-ur|.'h|m-ul. Sportively us 1he discoverer
ppoke, there was, aud naturally too, a shadow of
gruvity over lis tace, and thut of the old corator,
as they tenderly unrolled the slip concenled by
fingers which had struck their tinal l;qltl-wnlmku
pefore the Tudors rose to rule over an Englund as
ditterent from our England as could well b im-
agined. How Jittle could e, who thus intrusted
Jiis secret to his own right hand, at the erigis, per-
Laps of his fate, inagine how and when and where
i would be brought to light! Walters beld the
sorap up to the light; upon it were rudely serawled
aix words of Lutin: ' Qnantii a porta, tantion &
]-im‘in:u.‘ Below, the vagus signature, * K. de B,

vi As fnr from the gute as {rom the piscina,”’
translated Walters, for s compamion’s bepetit,
VIt 18 evidently a mc:nu-ruwln:n,“nuu | thluk”ul

spot, though intentionally vague, ne
:;:h‘:; ml certain, I, de B. csunot well stand tor

4 ¥
Jgs-{_::::_ 1,:‘:11?,,.] the curator, who had not gol the
Lottor of his surprise, and would hardly huve mar-
velled now if the blade had appeared and rmum'od
jtsolt to the treasuyed bt © luu think that I've

et titmes myself !
A bk sooges o€ :m. 1 am destined ; but 1 fear it

*Yoa, it 15 plain th )
will do me little good; 1 expect it is the 1ecord of
the bold baron's plunder-recept acle, thongh a
cliurch seems & funny place for it ab tirst wight,
You see there is notling elhe—no inscription or crest.
“The spring is still in working order, or it would
not have been found even by you, sir. It will surs
rige somie of our town, who are grest archieologista,
« Perhaps some of them may make something wore
out of it, for 1 am not st all versed in suc b matters
11 Bt. Peter reveal any more of his secret, pray let

e know.’
V. i s to tho old gentlo-
And Walters gave lis address to n":i i g:‘ oo

ho gladly promised to do so, L
R::lu: t:;nﬁ @ last glance at the relic, ere, with ity

fe in its Lreast, it was again consigued
tholl::lu:a:n. Another half hour's talk between

discoverers it would wot help us to relate
o B 2 “nluun e Btroils back

follow W
:i.l?::: %‘1’13‘1’& paturally full of the odd
E-w and Lis rk,

Silver was

brain hard st work, secikiug sowe

clew which might make it not a.lw;nh!r futile,
* Quantum a porta, tantum a piscina,” he mmite
over hie fish § =0 that the waiter begged his pardon,
and nsked whether ho called for poct, But, rumi-
nate s he wonld, nothing came of it. Next worn-
ing he continued lLis route to the Wye: and among
oil {rends, to many of whom he related the inci-
dvot, it lost much of its fresliness. No heard no
tidings of fresh discovery from the musenm-keeper,
aud of course made none himself, Yot often in mao-
moents of idie thonght he canght himself half nn-
conacionsly eonning over the old haron's secret:
*Quantum a porta, tantum a pisgina.’
11.

A year had gone by, and onece more Funstace
Walters was speeding down into the country. Dut
he wus no longer the unencumbered and almost
aimiless wandemr of last year. He had met with
a yvonng ludy who wus staying with friends in
London, had Tallen in love with her, aud sshod her
to be his wite, Now he wue on his way to
introduced to Beatrice Bruton's mother, her onl
liviog relation, sud 1o get aday fixed for the waod-
ding, Of Heatrice's position he knew little, save
that, thewgh of u-nnl‘ family, she had been about
to o out into the world a8 a goveruess; and having
onee made np s minid to look for uo waorkdly mi-
vantags by tho mateh, he had checked all attenipis
on her purt to explain hep mother s poverty. r-
rived at Froimne, he got into a iy with his traps, nml
wis driven over sic mwiles of sery hilly eonntry to
his betiothed’s native villuge of Bruteombe, and ap-
propriately set down at the HBraton Arms, No
sooner bail ho alighted than a small boy asked
him, in bromsd Somerset, if he ¢ were® Mr, Walters,
and, being satishied, lod the way down the road,
poiuted ont u lady in the distance, and disereetly
vanished, The lovers were uot slow to prect one
another, and did and said all sorts of 1o0lish thines
in the middls of the romd, But travellers are gon-
erally luugry, and bospitality at length el Bea-
trice 1o put & stop to onr hero's philandering.

«Came, Eus, 1 must take vou home, My mother
will b woni I']'lllpi what has happened to me,’

CPlus 18 what has happened to you ;' and it had
happened about nirety fimes,

CHat, fus, she repicd, elinging to his arm, ‘1
Yave something to tell you first. Yon know how
very poor we are: but you retemwher you would
nel let mo talk abont it

“And 1 weat you to talk about nothing yon dis-
like now, darling.

* But 1 mnst teil yon now, Yon know my father
was in debt all along, snd when ho aisd the people
sold the hall, whicl only just satisfied them, so that
my mother found berself witbhout a penny, or an
acte, keve the old esstlernins, which were worth
pothiog to any one. And we had no relutions to
give usoa honwe, 80 what was to becomu of her T

+ And of you, Beatrice ¥

Q0 whie had to take s vacancy in our old alms-
Louses, where she bad olien visited others, And
she is still there, in our family bospital, built only
for our dependents,  Shall vou mind coming there ¥

It was odd how the rising pride seemed to stiffen
her looks and words, The answer came not in
gpeach bat it sutistied her; and with that trouble
oft her wind, she tola kit more abont their fallen
fortnnes until they eame npon such a scene as only
old countries can show. Oa the leftol the road,
which wonud round it, wasa small mere; on the
right rose 1 mound covered with roofless walls and
towers, in one place but a foot above the woil, in
another towering up & stil frowning mass of
masonry.  An ..1'5 goteway gave admission to a
stoep road that led fo the summit, and on one side
of (his gatewny ran o long low Tudor building with
thick-stintted windows overgrown by hart’s-tongne
and wrachi, In bs front were fonr doors, and at
the mearsst to the road stood an-old Jady uicely
ressed, who was evidently watching for the pair,
She eame forward and grected Walters like a
cottnitess, ending, after & loug look, by Kissing nim,

My dauebter will have told yon smoething of
our condition, Mr. Walters,! she eaid presently. *1
an nut ashaped to welcome yon under a root
tounded by my sncestors, though they littls
thovght that s Broton's widow would bave no
other dower-honse,’

* My modher and fatlier were consing,’ put in Bea-
trice o8 they entered § © wa are the last of the roce,
But there is bopo yet, dear mother,  Eustace docs
ot know the proverh here, that the Brutous have
us many lives as a cat,’

The awkwatdubss of the meeting being once
surmotnted, few pleasanter little partics sat down
to ten m Somersetshire that night than was as-
sombled in Broteombe Almshonse, No. 1. Quickly
Walters learpned mone of the curivus history of the
family whose last Jescenaant he was to wod. The
Br tons of Braotcombe had been great in the land
from Stephen's time, aml until the Wars of the
Kesos had held the Barony of Wimborne ; but then,
taking the wrong side, the barony had been lust by
attainder, thonek half the estates came hack with
the tinal Tudor vietory. They had gone on gather-
ing power, and in the Civil Wirs took the right side
at the right thiue; but regarding the King's retarn
au @ precedent to be expected in all futare contests,
they spent much money in abortive Jacobite
sehiwmes alung with Sir Watkyn Wyan, and more
in escaping paiutul results, This was the begin-
ning of ruiln, completed by extiavaganee, Grad-
nally wuo lunds, ouce reaching for miles on every
side of Brutcombe Keep, had been parted with;
and when ilie last male Bruton died, broken down
by dett and regref, the manaor-honse, for which the
cistle haa been deserted in Elizabeth’s tune, had
possed from the fawily, Iis widow, the possessor
of a couple of acres of ruins and o tew manorial
rights, having po relations, had songht shelter in
the charity of her ancestors, The name of the
family wos still great thruurh the conutry-sifde,
kept up by the relics of grandeur: the chiurch, full
of their wonuments, and half occapied by thei
ww 3 their arms over the village inn; the castle,
AIOUS Aong sightseers,

Fresh from the realism, the matter-of-factness, of
London life, these things seemed to Walters, as he
leaned from his window in the little inn and gazed
upon the ruius, that seemed vaster by night, like
some patchwork dream of past and preseat, in
which the imagination fits-in every improbability.
But he was content, 1f not wealth, yet long de-
geent, in view of which his own fmmf,y ride dwin-
dlea to a snadow, woenld come with bis bride ; and,
for her mother, he knew that she would accept
nothing, From the hands of their fathers could
the Brutons sceept alms, and trom no others,

Next moruing Beatrice took him to see the
churel, of which 1 need say notming, save that it
was a Somersetshire church, with one ol the towers
that, mutilated us most of them are, make that
county fmmouns. 1o 1t, however, he bhad now a
wersonal interest; 1t was but a rct'a-lllrlul']-' ol past
frutons, whose monuments of all sorts, {rom
stately efigies in stone armor to mural tablets, faell-
ing of lflmhm snd Waterloo cadets, were there,
Within the ultar-rails were the oldest records of the
family ; for thers had the tablets and bLrasses been
placed which hiad been taken from the ecuastle-
chapel, when it had beon left to decay neariy half
a century after the rest of the pile had been de-
werted. Right and left, in front of the altar, were
two brasses let into the pavement, ons of which
sflected our hero in a curious manner. He conld not
concenl his surpnise, and when Beatrice askod Lim
the reason, only pointed to the portrait, etill almost
a8 elear as on the day it was cut. From the inscrip-
tion below, it simply appeared that it was Aywner
de Broton, Lord of Wimborne, who died in the
reign ol Edward 1L, and from the crossed legs it
was evident that he was o crusmder, But it was not
either of these facts that astonislied Walters. Noj;
but clasped to his breast, so as clearly to b geon,
wus finely engraved the identical sword wlose
ecurious hilt he had examined at Monkmoor a year

ago.
" Look at his sword, Beatrice : what an odd one ¥

he crivd. - .
*Why, Enstace, how clever you are! For that is

qnite a celebrated sword among us. How did you

know anything about it ¥

s Cplebrated winoug you!
now I’

v() dear no, it haa Veen lost handreds of venrs;
but it was presented to this Aymer do Bruton by
the Pope, while on the crusadde with Edward 1. 1
kuow ho had obliged the Fope in some way ; and,
as ho wos one of the greatest of the ol Lords of
Wimborne, this swold was often carvied by lus
descendanta.’

“And what beeame of it asked Walters, fully
expecting the confirmation of lis surinise, wluch
came indeed.

It was lost with Ralph de srnton at Mortimer's
Cross. He was a great ally of the Earl of Pem-
Lroke, and after his denth his sons left the coun-
try. Ralph was toe last baron, you know.

Y Beatrice, 1 have seen the sword, or at least tho
hilt: and tne Brutons sball get it back aenin ret,
Jong as they have lost it eried Fustace: nm!} lie
bricfly related the discovery of the sword-hilt at
the wuseuin, and asked if sho could give any clew
to the memorandum found in it.  She could not : so
the two, in some excitement, hastened to Mrs,
Hruton, and told herof the curions coincidence,
Their feclings cooled during the recital ; not so hers,

«Tne Bruton motto, * At length,” i beineg ful-
fillsid;  Beatrice shall yet bring yon s dowry.
Listen, and 1 will explain my wdeas! There was
already a tonch of the chistelaine abonut the old
Jady. * It has always been a tradition of our liouse
that the lust baron bad introsted to him o large
sum of money, rased avroad by bimself and other
nobles in the West tor the Lancastrian cause, This
treasure it is said that he concesled as soon as it
wis known that the Earl of Mareh intonded to in-
tercept thom, and before their un mecessful attempt
to join the main bodv. No doubt this memoran-
dum, coneealed in the Lilt of the famons sword, re-
lates to this moncy, to which we should have a
good claim ! "

«Ani the note refers, doubtless, to the chapel of
yonr castle,’

1t is probable, According to family tradition, it
wak never found there or elsewhere, Now we will
ke one more attempt.’

*0 yes, cried the younger ones; ‘it cannot have
come to light for notliuug.'

1 bave little more to tell of this carious chain of
chances by which the tifteenth aud the niunetesnth
ceuturies were 8o closely brought together. 'I'he
hilt was ot once apphed for and obtained, It was
found to tully exuwctly, but for the injuries of time,
with that on the brass in Bruteombe church.
Bearch was then made in the chapel at the casile,
under the pretence of looking for old coins us was
indeed the case; and thero, exactly between the
door and the still-remaining pisuina, in o straight
line, was found the chest of gold coinage, of French
make, It amounted to a cousiderable sum, even in

Why, have you got it

tho soil and s ‘lady of the manor, Mrs. Bruton had
no difficulty in appropriating it openly, Eustace
Walters did indeed get a well-dowe ride, bt
her mother reanired him, on s marriage, to take
tho name of Bruton. Bruton Hall, and some of the
lunds sround, have beean bonght back, and thero i8
money to purchase more when a clance comes,
Fustace Walters Miuton is a great man in the
connty; and Mre. Bruton lives in hope that the
Jong-lormant peerage may yvet be rovived In bis
person. Their m 1to 18 yet * Tandem '—* At longth.
—[London Society.

ALPHONSE KARR, HIS ASSASSIN, AND HIS
STRAWREKRIES.

Prom The Pall Mall Gazette.

0f na living Frenchman are told more  wood
stories than of M. Alphonse Karr, Just as it is un-
ille for him to write a dull line, so it is impossi-
Je to mention him without n smile, Dulness cer-
tainly is not the characteristic of French people
generally ; and in the case of M. Alphonse Karr
eaprit 1« combined with striking independence of
eharacter,  Throughout a long literary career,
which his detractors chose to consider in its deca-
denee, he has given free utterance to his thonghts,
often to the oftence of meay and to his own worldly
disadvantage, No less hapmly endowed physically
than mentally, M. Alphonse Karr disproves an in-
snlar prejudice to the ettect that Frenchmen are all
exprit and no mnscle, A fimst-rate swimmer, rower,
fencer, and marksman, he has saved mors lives than
one by his bodily prowess, and his own several
times 1nto the bargain. Most of us know the story
of Mdme. Louise Calet, Vietor Cousin’s Egerin, and
the poignard with which she had intended to end
the days of her eritie. Thix lady, more famons for
her beauty than for the excellence of her writings,
had received @ severe castigation from the pen of
Alphonse Karr, It was more than a spoiled beanty.,
the inspirer of o philosopher, could bear ; so, hiding
a poignard under her mantle, sho songht an in-
terview for the purpose of avenging her injuries. It
geomus that she was uncommonly dexterous, and
that, but for his extra strength and skill, things
might have turned ont nnpleasantly for the anthor
of the “ Yoysge Antour de mon Jardin.” e suc-
cocded in disarming his fair assailant, not without
o seuffle, and suspended the weapon on his study
walls with some such iuseription as the following:
“ This poignard way destined for the heart of

Al {lmnne lfnrr by Mdme, Louiss Colet.”

1. Alphonse Karr's whole life is no less ammin1
than his books, and throngh both mins a veino
satire, His fame as a gardener is European, and in
his villa near Niee ho grows strawberries which to
taste is an event in the life of an epicure. But M.
Alphounse Karr grows strawberries for himself and
Win frionds, and not for the grand folks who would
fain patronize him, Not long s;fo a certain Imperial
lady, donbtless bent on honoring the literary gar-
dener as well as gratifving her love of xt.ruwl!emns;
sent an emissary to feteh some of his “ primeurs.’
M. Alphonse Karr politely but curtly replied that
there was only a certain hour of the day when he
gathered the fruit. and that the Imrefial wish
conld not be gratified st any other, If this inci-
dent seems to savor of churlishness, set against it
the following: Our author ha rpnnm‘l to beon the
gands one day when two bathers withim sight of
land got ont of their depth and were on the point of
drowning. Immediately throwing oft his paletot,
he brought the fivst to shore, then set out in search
of the other, Both were rescued, but the hero of
this exploit disappeared, and it was some timo ere
the resened men learned the name of their deliverer,

M. Alphonse Karr's entire career has been in har-
mony with bis writings, which hide under a veil
of persifiage and pleasantry real convictions on
many suljocts, After the fall of the Empire and
the estatlishment of the Republie, he travelled
from one part of France to the other for the purposs
of learning the attitnde of the people, anid gave no
littla oftence in some quarters by reiterating that
w the wish of the people 1 for pesce.”

AN ANECDOTE OF GLADSTONE.

From The London Echo,

An anacdoto is reluted of Mr. Gladstone which
deserves to be widelv known, for it is not only sin-
gilarly characteristic of ”f“ man, but it is capable
of being used as the text for many a profitable po-
litical sermon. When the present Premier was in
Ttaly, he returned thanks for the glowing terms in
which his health bad peen proposed by the spokes-
man of the ewinent Ialian® whose suest hs then
was, It is hardly necessary to say that bis own
speech was given in the Italian language, of which
he is notably a master; still less is it necessary to
add that his speoch did not consist in o glorification
of himself, He rendered an eloquent tributo to the
progress which Ttaly liad made since the date of her
complete unification, and the Italian statesmen and
authors listened with delight as the tirat of English
statesmen and st of Euglish orators poured out a
flood of encouraging and sympathetic praises, in
their own speoch, upon the whoelesome signs of
national vigor which he had noticed in this depart-
ment or io thas, * But” exclaimed Mr. Gladstooe,
B von have one enemy amongst vou.,”

‘I'he Italinns looked at one another significaptly ;
they believed that they counld easily perceive to
what, or rather to whom, the great Englishmun re-
forred. They whispered one to snother :  He meana
the Pope!” Meanwhile the current of Mr. Glad-
stono's oratory went on uubrokenly side by side
with the nods ana whispers ol his audience, ® Yon
Lave one enemy amongst you. Its name” he
added, “{s Defivit,” Every reader who keeps
alireast of the controversics and difficalties of lEo
Ttalian politics of the dav, as drifts of the party
conflicts in Italy find their way into our jonrnals,
will perceive how true a prophet, how skiltul a

hysician of the symptoma of sickness in tho
talisn body politie, the first ot living financiers
then and there proved himselt to he, The eager
Italinn statesmen wers probably far more decply
troubled atout the Pope than about deficit, Some
of them have doubtless learned by this time the
mngular wisdom and value ot Mr, G toue's char-
weteristio rewark.

JACKSON AND HIS WIFE,
From Lippineott's Magazine.

One of thoas to whom it is a faseination to listen
has recently given us a book full of memories which
hecalls “Old Times in {ennessee.” But s greater treat
than reading it is to hear the author tell how he saw
Goueral Jackson * seare and put to flight tweuty
thousaud men” 1t was on Clover-bottom race-
ocourse. The narrator, .then a small boy, was sta-
tioned on g cedar fence, *The betting was very fierce,
Horses and negroes as well as money were put up, a
Jarge pound bemg lilled with the hve stock. Mpu.r-
mirs arose that 1t was to be a jockey rece; that
“ Greshound,” one of the famous racers, had been
seen the night befors in a wheat-field, and his rider
was Lo recerve 500 to throw him off.  In the height
of the vxeitement General Jackson up%\ean-lj, “riding
a gray borse and carrying o longpistol 1o each hand.
1 think they were as long us my arm, with muzzles
that a ground squurel could enter. He swore ‘by the
eterual’ be would shoot the tirst man who bronght
nis horse on the track—that the people’s money
shonld not be stolen in this manner. He talked in-
cessantly, while the spittle rolled frem bis mouth
and fire flashed from Lls cyes. 1 have seen bears
suid wolves st bay, but bhe wae the most ferocions
looking animal 1 bave ever seen. His appearnnce
and manter struck tervor intoe the hearts of twenty
thousand people. 1 they all feit us 1 dul, avery vue
expecied to be slam.”

e end of it was that there was a great rush to
the pound to get back the mwoney staked, and the
boy on the fence wus overtnrned and nearly trampled
to death. But he sull lives, possibly the only sur-
vivor of that great crowd, He gives the most vivid
ides of " Od Hickory's” personality. When Lalay-
eite visited Nashivilio in 1824 and Jackson greeted
b in the public squure, approaching the carriags
“with peacock stride,” the eyes of all were ntiracted
to their own bero rather toan to their distingnished
goest, A bundied voices exclamed, * Just look at
old Jucksou!” Lliere was semething i his face, bis
wartial presence, that euchwued the public gaze
whenever e appeared,

Of course, sinid so much talk of General Jackson,
the lady to whom be gave the protection of his name
and bonor comes in for Ler shars, Muny asly hittle
anecdots about ter bas been preserved. Ono lady
tolls that the last tine ber mother saw Mrs. Jackson
the latrer remarked, by way of accounting for &
cold uuder which she suffered, * The gineral kicked
the kiver off lus® night.”

One of her uogro-women came to her in a good
deal of trouble because ahe had just been told that
the world wua round and she had always thought it
flat. ** Never mind, sunty,” saad kind * Mis’ Rachel;*
“don't yeu be disturbed, [ thuk it ia flat myselt,
and honey "—so  sbe  otten called the Gevernl—
“honey thinks so too.”

But her veriest detractors find pothing to say
against ber Jooks or churacter. * Ehe was beastly
ignorant,” saul one fine old gentleman, ** and Jack-
son married ber, not from Jove, but from an impulse
of chivalry, to ling s protection around ber; but
she was perfectiy benutifal, and as tive and goed
WOmAN us ever lved.”

But he did love her. They tell that the Hormitage,
which stands rather oddly jost back of an elevation
of the ground, mstead of on its brow, was so pluced
becanse Mre, Jackson, walking one afternoon with
Jhe General, stoppud just there and saad it would be
the right place for the new houss, as it was only &
sliort distiwnce from the spring where they went for
water, The General struck the gronod with his
staff and said there should the toundations be laid.
And there they were Lud, in gpite of expostulation.

THE GRIEFS AND THE HEEUISM OF MINEERS

Samuel Plimaoll in The Nineteenth Oentury.

1 remember seeing one Ilumr wowan aday or two
after the explosion at the Edmunds or Swaith Main
Pit. The dend body of her husband was then lyin
in the mine; but she had cbildren—the dally wor
of life must be done even by her. She wanted a

an which, neariy full of dirty water, stood near
Eer door upon & stone. 1 shall, 1 sappose. never
forget (it is many years ago now| the far-oft look in
wer eyes uws she approschied the pan; her whole
figure was the expression of one withont hope, the
very embodiment of despair ; she raised the pan by
thy edge, utterly onrcloss that the falling water
splasbied her dréss and foet, and listlessly moved
away. Her grief was too deep for words or tears;
and 1 turned away with a heart sick to see such
suftering, and to know that she was but one of more

these days; and in ber charscter both @s owuer of | thau a bundsed in the same sad coudition,

Take another case. When they ==e :oewvrh;'
after an interval of months, the be esof the | 9
men aud boys killed in the Luna Hill explesion,
they, the bodies, were bronght to bank and carri
to the shed in o large sheet of saileloth, and there
1nid &ide by side. The shed was about thirty foet
long by vighteen feot wide and Ligh, and its four
sidos were of upright laths or battens about thres
inches wide each, and with an interval of siwilar
width betwoen each, in order that, from whatever
quarter the wind blew, it might sweep away to lee-
ward the dreadiul effuvinm arising from bodies in
such an advanced stage of decomposition.

Whilst I was there a boay was brought in so
burnt and 8o decayed ont of all likeness to o man,
that you could pot distingnish the front trom thoe
hack of the body : it counld only be surmised from
the cirenmstance that from one side of the hoad a
grreuiah matter was oozing out from two plaees or

oles, which were theretore supposed to be the
orbita of the eyes. Tho smell wis dreadful, not-
withstanding & free use of chloride of lime and
other disinfectants, There were several women
there: one of them suddenly exelaimed : “ It's ahr
Jack ™ and belors anyoue could prevent her, she
with o hitter cry stooped over and actually Kiased
the loathsome object: what the eye ot love dis-
cerned that was hidden from ns who were standing
round, * God alone knows,” 1 only speak of what
I netually saw,

Consider the men, their hushands, ton, What like
hushands are they I Remember the one whose bod
was found in the Hartley Mine, after the acciden
to the engine-beam, lying with his breakfast can in
his hand, npon the side of which with the point of
his pocket-knife he had seratehed a dying message
of love to his wife Sarah. )

Or that other hushand who, ﬁninu in the dark in
early morning to that same colliery, in deep depres.
ston of apirit, which he conld not acconnt for hut
only felr, turned back to kiss ence more with ten-
derness his wife and children, and then resnmed
his walk to the pit, which in two ort
hours became his Heing tomb—for they did
not die at once in  this case, their fate
huuf in the balance many days, during which onr
kind-hearted gium-u constantly tolegraphed in-
?_niriea about the possibility ol saving the men’s
ives,

Do you want to know what sort of fathers some
of these men aro ¥

HRemember the man who, escaping with his boy
and a comrade only this year (1 think it was in the
Seaham Colliery after the explosion), tound the
boy unable to go any forther; I think he was in-
sensibla, They could not earry him, and the boy's
father was urged by his comrade, who did escape,
to come along with him. What was the father's
reply ¥ “ Nay,” he said, looking at the insensible
boy, “ I'Il bide with the lad.”  And he did stay, and
father and son were found after many days lying
side by gide in death,

When the Fdmunds Main explosion ocenrred,
which widowed so many scores of poor women
there was a donbt, as there often is, wnether ull
the men and boys in the pit had been killed ; there
was i hope, very faint indesd but still a Imru. that
there might be sowe men still alive in the pit;
thers was imminent risk of a second explosion
whieh might occur at any moment, and the peril of
going down then was simply awful. Still some
men lu;ight yet be then alive below. What hap-

RN
5 Volunteers offered themselves to go down; the
needinl number wero selected (I think seven men) ;
they took their lives in their hands, quite uncon
scions of the heroism of their conduet becanse their
moral attituce was siiuply thut of so many others;
they went down on their ertand of werey, and in a
short timne thess men (whoss names even were not
given in the poblished accounts, so little surprising
did their conduct appear to those who knew col-
liers) were added to the list of the slain, for the
dreadod explosion oceurred ; and now, alas! there
was no longer room to doubt that all below were
pumbered with the dead.

Take another instanco. When the last dreadful
explosion took place at the Ouks Colliery, near
Baruslay, which also killed nearly two hundred
men and boys. if I remember rightly. 1 went there
frmediately, and wnat had happennd T My triend
Parkin Jeffeock, mining engineer, had been sent for
atter the firar explosion had occurred; it was ons
ot extraordinary violence wnd had completely de-
stroyed the head gear, and they were in momentaty
expectation of & second, ns it was clear that the
first had ntterly deranged the yentilation ; but here
also the hope was clung to that some of the men
might etill he alive in the pit, and, after most
anxions eonstderition, it was decpdid to ineur the
awtul peril of descending the other shaft to see if
it wore happily 8o (scores npon scores of men's lives
have been saveil by these heroie darings of peril).
When the deeision was taken, Mr, Jefteock said: I
want eight men to go down with me; volnnteers,
stand forward,” At ones not eight but fifteen men
stepped out from the crowd; they then picked ont
and rejected the seven won who bad the largest
families, and had to employ the police to put them
back into the erowd, out of danger, lest the dreaded
socond explosion should come even while they wers
getting teady to go down ; and Mr, Jetleoek and his
sight companions (herops every one of them—ani
this they wonld equally have been had they all re-
turned aliver got r-‘mlgr and wentdown, They hwl
not heen down long before another explosion took
place, and they, too, were numbered with the dead.

SORCERER,

From The Landon Globe.

A few days ago Professor Virchow nndertook to
apnly the rw-n%ui.mi system of anthropological
measurings to the Esqunimang who are at present
being exhibited in Berlin. The attempt of
the eminent anthropologist met with an nn-
expected opposition,  The wild Pagnn 18 re-
garded amongst ner tribe us a sorcervss of very ex-
truordinary power, and when she suw the professor
operating upon her compaunions, she concluded that
he was # great German and Christian magician,
When her own turn ecwmne, she loudly exclaimed
that she wonld not submit to these incomprehensi-
ble manipnlations of * the sorcerer of the God ot the
white men,” for she was sure that the Chnstian
magieian conld have butone purpose, the despoml-
ing her of her own smpernatiural powers. hen
Dr. Virchow and his asmstants approached her,
with their mystical pencils, note-Looks, and mens-
ures, she sprang over the table and chairs, and
rushed into & corner of the room, where she chanted
out a necromantic formula, which she hoped would
nentralize the magical powers of ner European
rivals,

The professor and his assistants were visibly
taken abuck at this unexpected scene, and their
temporary discomliture made n very evident im-

ression npon the rest of the Esquimaux. Madawme

‘agnn continued to chant forth excitedly without
a panse, and became the contre of amazement and
interest to all others who were present, It was
carious to note the eflect noon Abrahsm, who is a
paptized Chrstian, bot who plainly retained a
great deal of respect for the faith of hik pagan an-
cestors.  He imagined that nothing less was being
transacted than a conilict between the rival magi-
einns of two ditterent religions ; and when he noticed
that the German scientists were arrestod aml fosei-
uated hf the wild look and words of the sorceress
Pagnu, he murmured quietly : * Ah! then the God
of my father is ofter ull more powerful than the
God of the Christions "

ONE THAT'S DEAD.
. From Blackwood,
Tt ia the hour wheo all thiugs rest :
T hies wizn sits 10 the baooersd West
And looks aloog the golden streat
That leads o'er vecan to his feet.

Bea-birds with summer on their wing
Duown the wide Weut are journeying,
And one white star serenoly higf‘\
Peeps through tha purple of tho sk,

0 sky, and sew, and shore, and air,
How tranguil sre ye now, aud (wir!
Put twice the Jov ye are were yo

It vne that's dead companioned ne.

REAL PEOPLE IN NOVELS.

From The London @lohe,

Dickens's hooks ars crowided with personal adap-
tations, none, or very few of which would ever
have hiéen rocog w1 bat for the vanity or the
nmbrage of the prineipals themselves,  His method
was Lo tnke some strikingly singnlar trait of charac-
ter, some phenomenon in human nature, all sur-
round it with gualities totally different tromn those
found in the original, and thus he preserved the
reality withont exposing his model. = We are not
told whethee the elder Dickens deseried himself in
Micawber, hut it is certain that nobody else did,
anil how many of the sdmirers of Walter Savage
Landor would have recognized the poet m the
% Boythorn ™ of “ Bleak House™  When Dickens
wis engaged on ® Dombey and Son' on the Conti-
nent, he directed Mr, Hallot Browne, the artist, to
post himselr at o certain apot in the City  where ho
would meet with n gentleman of the type ol physi-
ognomy which e wished Dombey, senior, to take,
yvet (nlurmed though be possibly might have becn
bhad be koown the designi it is not to be supposed
that (his veritable protatype would have considered
himsslt Dombey merely becanse the linewueuts of
the two bore a marked resemulance,

On the other bend, there is a tendencs no less
remarkabile u persons who o general chinraeter most
gesemble them to consider certamn types of the
human family, as portrayed in Getion, monstros-
ties, aad impossibilities,  Tu one of his prefuces, the
suthor ot * Nicholas Nickleby " says, “ Mra. Nio-
kleby sitting bodily before me onee saked whether 1
really belisved there ever was such o woman.”
Johin Forster, the bLlographer, who 18 grave over
the cemplications which grew out of his friond's
caricatures, was himselt  the model of Kenny
Meadows's portrait of Master Froth, and is sald to
have been the original of Fusbus in Lady Lytton-
DBulwer's * Chovely." Charlotte Bronte jgot into
some difficnlties with regard to her too life-like
local portraits in * Shirley.” Mrs. Gaskell says of
her Wost Yorkshire sketelies in this book : “ People
recognized themselves or were recognized by othiers,
in her graphic deseriptions of their personal appear-
ance and modes of action wnd turns of thought
though they wero placed in new positions and
fignred away in scencs far ditterent to those in
which their actual lifo had heen passed. . . . The
three curntos were real lving wen, hsunting Ha-
worth wnd the neiglhivoriug Walricts, nud 80 obluse

in perception that, after the first burst of anger ab
having their ways and habits chironicled was over,
they rather enjoyed the joke ot o each other
by the nmmes she had given them. * 18, Pryor ”
was woll kuown to many who loved the original
denrly. The whole lamily ot Yorkes were, I am as-
sured, aimost daguerrcotypes.”  As noither portrai-
ture s of an nnrumnlim--nt:nr{ nature, it ma'\' b
added that the poet * Kalmat™ in Mr. Joueph fat-
ton's “ Clytie” finds his deuble in Mr. Joaquin
Miller, and the Laird of * sacleod of Dare” isa
ww-knnwn. prosperous,  and geuial residemt of

u.

ROWLAND HILIS YOUTH.

The Athenaum, )

Rowland Rill's father was a Birmingham man,
and, being o champion of Pricstley's, managed to
Evt hiv arim injired in the disgraceful Church and
{iug riots, in which Priestley’s house was burnec
down, He married snd removed to Kidderminster,
where Rowland Hill (the third son) was born. The
family then moved to Walverhamplon ; they were
exceadingly poor, 1 to take an old

and were glad
tarmhouse, which they got chesp as it had the repu-
tation of boing haunted. However, they do not
seein to bave been disturhed I?' ghosts, and little
Rowland was happy enough plaving with a little
irl who, twenty-live years afterward, was to

in wife, and making models of water-wheels and
other mechanical cootrivances, He was a delicats
boy, but full ot ingenions plans, and always most
trostworthy aud most anxions to he of use. The
first hook he ever bonght was Miss Bdgeworth's
o Parent's Assistant,” and he used m siter life to
sny that nothing helped to form his character so
much as her stories, :

# He said, and the tears came into his eyes as he
apoke, that he bl resolved in those eatly days to
bes like the charactors in bier stories, and to do some-
thing for the world.”

Another reminiscence is interesting on different
grownds S

4 | parly saw,” said Rowland, * the terrible incon-
venience of being poor, My mother used to talk to
me more than to ul'l the others together of our diffi-
culties, and they were very gricvous, Sho used to
burst iuto tears a8 she talked about them. Ono day
she told me that she had uot a shilling in the houss,
and she wus afraid lest the postman might bring a
letter while she bad no money to pay lhl‘lr'l!t:i‘l}."

A fow years passed, and Rowland Hill was at
work with his brother Matthew, teaching hoys at
um»iahlmriuz sehiool, and soon alterward the two
brotlers took their father's schiool into theie pwn
Lands, Rowland's powers were now rapidly devel-
oping, and he had attained remarksblo proficiency
in mathematies, and especially in wmental atith-
metie, He was also awbitions as reganls the
school, and had many schemes, some pensible
enough anidl gome very fanciful, in reference to the
management of boys, The brothers published a
beok on * Pablic Education” which made some
little sensation, and their school, which was now
estublished ut 'I-lal.zi.-wnml, near Dirmingtiam, be-
came famous. Educationalists and philanthropists
were froquent visitors, and with this new lame grew
up now duties and responsibilitica, under which
Kowland Hill's health began to sutfer, Tho site of
his schivol was again removed to Bruce Castle, Tot-
tenham, and here Rowland Il jmarried to the
littls girt who had been s playfellow years hefore,
romained till he (oally gave up school-keepiug, an
nmilertook the task which wus to earn him a last-
g reputation,  The most characteristic thing
about Rowland Rill's early life was the way 1
which he and his brothers always worked together,

The family aflection was singularly strong, and
no strain was great enough to break it. For many
rears they had all their pro rty iu common, and
ived, sa the editor tells us, hke “ the early Chris
tinns.,” After the division of 1ivrnp¢rn\', which
caue later on, the brothers established a sort of
wutual ipsuranes, which they called * The Family
Fuud,” and which was to assist uny one of them
“if in ecircumstaucos much depressed as compared
with thie others, thoogh not in absolute poverty.”

RS, BUILER, 11E PAINTER OF THE
W ROLL-CALL)

From Uhe Queen.

Elizabeth Thompson was born at Lausanne, Her
mother i lady highly endowed for art ; her father
wis the friend of Charles Dickens and other emi-
nect literary men, Her early years were divided
between 1taly snd England—the winters spent in
the sunshine of the South, the summners in the fielils
of Kent. Mr, Thompson devoted himself to the
education of his two daughters, and attended to
their physical ag to their mental and artistic train-
ing. Elizabeth Thompson and her younger and
gifted sister wers tunght to play billiards, cricket,
and to be first-rate markswomen, The child who
wus to ba the battle-painter of her day early
showed the fascination exercised on her imagin-
tion by seencs of war,  As the father rewl history fo
Lis liftle girls in the nursery, she seribbled mrru-
sentations of horses and soldiers fighting, Hying
cmmping ont. Scwe of these childisuly drawn
horses and fgures—still carefully preserved—show
action aud vigor; the horees run and the soldiers
fight,

At fifteen, Miss Thomgmn mada a short stay in
the Sonth Kensington Sehoolsof Art, but the weari-
ness of eopying ontline designs overcame ler; she
left, and soun after received her first lessons in o1l
painting trom Mr. Standish, Later on, she returned
to the South Kensington Schools, no longer as an
elementary student, but passing on at once tc the
life clasa. She also became & wember of the
Bketching Cluo.  Fellow studenta still remember
those spirited little pen-and-ink drawings of artil-
lery and infautey 1n action, in flight, in repose,
that used to be passed from hand to hand during
the bour allowed at Illlllll‘l-lY. for luncheon and recre-
ation. Meanwhile, Miss Thompson tried her luck
with exhibitions, Her fitst water-colors were re-
{'--1- ted by the Society of Dritish Artists, but the fol-
owing year the lmdlnfr Gallery hinog a vigorous
aketeh, ® Bavarnan Artillery Gonig inte Action.”

At the age of twenty-two,Miss Thompson returned
to Florence with her lum?'. There she studied
undor the ahble guidsnce of Bignor Balucer She
divided ber time between her master's studio and
the cloisters of the churches, copying the incompar
able frescoes of Andres del Surto und Fraucia
Pigio. The following autumn saw the completion of
her first subject picturs, the * Visitation." kExhi-
bited at Rome, it won an bonorable wention, Sent
up for exhibition at the Royal Academy, it waa re-
jected h]v the council and returned to the artist
with n hola through the sky. Miss Thompson’s
weconid picture, the _lulluwinu VEAr, Waa again re-
jected ;¥ but this time it returned to ber unin-
nred, The third year she was mors snccessful :
imr picture, * Missing." was weeepted, The scens
ropresented a wide landscape, traversed by a soldier
on horseback, leading home the siuking ligure of a
wonnded and missing comrade. The picture was
hiung high; but it attracted the attention of those
who louk beyond the line. Critics also noticed
about this timn some spitited water-colors exhibited
in various gnlleres,

Miss Thompson now received her first commis-
glon: it eame from @ gentleman in tho north. The
subject of the pieture was left to the arfist's
choico. Miss Thompson chose the calling of the
roll after an engagement 1o the Crimea.  The theme
had lone haunted ber imagination. Sho set to
work upon it with aridor. The fate of this picture i3
matter of listory.  When it came before the select-
ing committes, it was received with a romnd of
oheers: then followed the roval speeches, the pacan
of applause from the press, the gathering crowd
daily sssembled bofore the canvas where a young
girl told the story of the thinned ranks and the
tragedy of war. Finally, in the height of the
season, came the removal of the pieturs to Wind-
sor for the Queen's inspection, Her Mujesty express-
illu:_n wish Lo possess it, the owner loyally ceded lus
alanm,

During the hubbub of popularity Miss Thompson
remained quietly at her work. The following year
shie exhilnted © Quatro Bras,” a picture wilich Mr,
Huskin admits, 1n his notes of that year's Acadomy,
to have approached with * iniquitous prejudice™;
first, becanse the learned professor did net believe
that any womun could patnt, and then beeause he
entively distrusted the * fuss ' made aboot it, Mr,
Ruskin  wias convinced betore “ Quatro Hras”
“This is Amazon work,” e writes: * the first fine
pre-IlLapbaeiite battie picture wo have had.” The
noxt year catme 4 Balaklava,” the return of a hand-
ful of men after the famouns charge up the brow of a
Will, It was painted with that tine sense of all the
opportunitics presented by o scene which s one of
this artist’s ebarncteristice. In 1877 Miss Thomp-
son marned Major Butler, At the Acadomy of 1878
shie was unrepresented.  In the following year were
shown two of her linest works, “ 'Listed for the
Conuanght Rangers,” * The Romnnunts of an Army.”
Mrs, Butler's victures display a tare encrgy of
dramatic imaination—a puwer of doveloping the
seene she illustrates by well-chosen incidents, It s
not only the soldierly episodes of war that attract
hor; Lot its human and pathetic passages. * 'The
Defonce of orke's Doft,” puinted for the Queen,
wis not fuished m time for last year's Acwlemy,
but is now, we understand, at Windsor. Io this
rapid sarvey of Mes. Butler’s works, wo must not
omit her illustrations to her sister's poems, * Pre-
ludes,” and to some of Mr, Thackeray's balluds.

AN EVENING WITH MISS VXNEIL,

From The Theatre.

The great Miss (VNeil was coming to Norwich as
o stan® and T was to ** assiat ™ ubfhal. pight's per-
formance when she wus to appear na Felvidera in
Oiwav's  long-lnid-aside—becanse thought to be
stiited—tragedy, * Venice Preserved.,” Not till the
tnst moment was 1 told where 1 was going, for fear
ot my being too much exeited, and little indeed was
the treat in store for me anticipated when [ was
bemng thrust into my first * skeleton smt.”” At the
early hour of O p. m. on September 18, 1518, 1 was
hurried away from a distant part of the old city by
my {uther, who took such strides that we might be
at the theatre betimes that 1 had to run all the way
by bis side, holding * like grim death ™ on to his
bund, As we procesded he told me that 1 was goin
to see the greatest ** tragudy queen” of the day ae
her grandest part, and repeatedly bid me never to
forget ‘tu:h oucami’u. dWIm; we resched th; third
row of the pit int of persevering and strug-
gling, in whieh, “val bold as bnnlﬁ’lpmhedr:!
wiy with my tiny arms, | pereerved that my f.M
cont was all in rags—the tail had been mercilessly
torn oft an the crush ; anl when I begun to ery at
seving him " go tattercd mdtum; he sternly bid
we ** be yuet and lovk about we,” not cariug to let

know 1t onee Hll
i |M%th‘ﬂwﬁg:g=n
up it seemed an age to wait,

-o":‘mh nh‘n; Inat " an Ilu.:“..m
sorlied In the opening progress
All at “HMW: vufee rang ﬂt'?:ﬂa habind
stage—a voies such as [ had pever before,
Liave never, and shall never hear afmn--
1 speak of it mr blood runs cold. OF the progress
itseit I have no positive reeollection
geone of the last sct, sod that ecene I
never forget, Round sbout Mies O'Neil stood
partuers 1o the astion, weeping hike chllm
all but forgetful of the duties they had to fulfil, so
overwhelmed were they with the realism nt
dread hour betors them, The same thing was
on in the front of e nouss, the women ,:Mn!’tnr
to suppreazed hysterical enotion—the wen s bing
alond as if their hearts would burst. When the
curtain tell the applanse mﬂﬂe{v bewildered m
{Inuuu mind, a8 I also found that I, too, was eryin
No soomer had the applause ceased than my ta
directedd my sttention to the * public hoxes e
there wers nn private boxes in thoss days in pro-
vineial theatresa—pointiug ont to me @ vost re-
markablo-looking man in the front of oue of them on
the 0. P. side of the stage, ** You sce that gentle-
man, do yon not T’ be said, * That is Mr. Richard
Mackenzie Hacon, the Editor of The Norwich Mer-
cury, Look well at hito. He in not eiying, o8 yolh
and I and almost everyone else is,  He s much i
atern o do that; but mark, the tears which he w
et perrit to tall are on s ayelashes,”

"4 SNOW-FLAKE.

Once he sang of summer,
Nothing but the summer ;
Now he stugs of winter,
Of winter bleak and drear :
Juat because thore's fallon
A sunow-take on Lis forelies
e wnst go sod tauey
"Jis wiuter all the year!
T. B. ALDRICIT.

GARIBALDE'S ENGLISHMAN,

Fram Le Prgara.

e was a tall, space wsn, with magniticent eyes
glistewing under an open hrow, mada all thal r
by the hair belng brushed igarl'( from it, He Y
gray beard, with more white than brown in 1%, on
lig breast. Ho secuwed from Gfty-eight to sixty
years old then,

As  Guribaldi was opening ono  of his ecam-
paigns, sn  Englishman camo 1o him, wear-
jng » broad-brimmed hat, lined with ereen

in tront to

protect  his eyes, amd l‘;urytllﬁ »
large cartridge-box i

tilled with cartsidges an
powerful teld-glass,  His equipment was compleoted
by an excellent double-barrelled riflo,  * Gieneral
Garibaldi 77 ssked he, 1 am he,” said Garibaidi
somewhst roughly. “I am Sir John William
Peard,” “Well?” % And 1 have come to ask tho
favor of serving nnder yonr orders.” Garibaldi
looked his reernit over. * Homph!” said Le, * to
gerve under my orders ! You know what it me.
serving under my orders 17 *No, But it you wi
have the goodness to tell me 1shall know.” *No
pay.” “That makes no matter. I am rie Fod
“Thirty mules to march & day, on an averaze.”
“1 have excellent legs” “Plenty ot tighting”
“That is what 1 have come to find.” * Absolute
obwdience to my orders.” * Hunph!”  “ Thers, iyum
see, it will not suit yon! *1 would rather tght
after iy own tashion,” “What is*'our fashion "
w1 am an excellent hunter,” AL % And [ama
capital marksman,” * Well P &1 should ilike to
fight with your sharpshooters” * Ver well! Yo
shall tight with my sharpshooters.” * should like
also to keep my own costome, which 2uits me per-
feetly.”  “You shall keep it” *1 shonld nlso
liko—" “Oh! the dence! You want too much,
1t I bad boen as exacting a8 you with M de La
Marmora, I should never have begon mﬁ cam-
paign.” % Very gowl” oaid Sir John, *1 will tight
on wmy own hook.” * Fight on your own hook ; yoa
are right, it will be best,” Bir John bowed to
Garibahdl, and Garibalds bowed to Sit John,

The tight at Baresi took place the next da{
Garibaldt sent his sharpshooters in, but with all
the haste they conld waie they fonnd that Sir John
had already engaged the cnemy, As we have maid,
he had declired war against Anstria, and was light-
ing on his own hook, Nogonly was he fighting on
bis own hook, but ke tonght after his own fashion
He stood erect, wit

it any cover, and \mid no
more attention to the bulls that whistled a

wint his
tall form than £ they ind been mosquitos, lle took
aim as guietly as 1 he lad been ont huntiog, fred,
lowered his gun, took his field glass to seo the
eflect of his stuot, made a negative or approving
movement of his head as ho was discontented o
satisfied, loaded again, took aim, fired, looke
throngh his glass, and sgain showed his satisfaction
or disappointient with o shake of his Lead. The
enemy in retreat snd Garibaldi mastar of the field
of buttle, a8 he slways was, Sir John's only ocet-
ation was to louk up his dead sud wonnded, whom
e knew just as one knows out shooting the rablits
that he has knocked over cleverly ot oul in{tm&d.
His dead and his wonuded recoguized, nmbi' duly en-
tered in his memorandum bouk, 8ir John started
after the Austrians, and, thanks to his lnuT le
was soon np with the advanes guard, Garibaldi le
him go on sharpshooting in this way after his own
fashion during two or three fights withont anmar-
ing to pay any attention to hiw. Dut as Gar 1di
loved brave men above everything, ho walked up
to the Englishman one day, in the widst of a heavy
fire, and said : # Sir John fet me ton;,rmhll:ata il
You are s brave man,” 1 know it,” said the Eng-
lishmun, “ And mure,{oq: are my friena.,” “ Ahl
that,” suid Sic Joba, “ 1 did not know, and I am in-
finitely grateful to you. But excnse mo oan mo-
ment; there is a devil of an Austrian over there
that I have taken o fancy for” Sir Johu put his

‘rifle to his shonlder, and the Austrisn for whom ho

had taken o fancy, shot in the heart, mude & step
forward and fell ‘on his face, Sir John took his
glass, examined his Austrian, made a little gesturo
of satistaction, and, turning to the General, said
he held out his hand, * Good morning, General,
liope yon feel well to-day 1" From that day on, Sir
John Peard was never called anytlung bul * Garl-
baldi’s Englishunan,”

UK. SPUEGEON'S PERSUNAL KECOLLEC-
TIONS,

From The Manchester Examiner,

Mr. Bpurgeon, whose address was delivered in
fragiments during intervals which occurred during
the singing of varions hymns hﬁ the Evangoelistio
choir, refarred first to his carly life with his grand-
father, who was o preacher, and who wasin the
habit of giving peppermintsy to children, und who
once gave hun hall a pound at one time. He had
ten children, and his principal incoms was derived
trom farming about twenty-eight acres of land
belonging to the chapel, Oneoe when he was driv-
ing a cow into the stable yard, it took staggers
and died, to the great grief of his grandmother ; bat
his grandfather said God could send them another
cow, and the sama day a letter camo with £20, sent
by several gentlemen, who having o charitable
fund to dispenss, and tinding that there was some-
thing over, had made it up to £20 and sent it him,

W hen he became pastor of a Bavtist chapel ot six-
teen years of age, the peoplo conld o very hittle
for his support, and th he was an usher in &
schiool at Camorudge at the same time,  After a Vime
he was obliged to give np the latter ocoupation
and was thrown on the generosity of the peoplo, and
they gave him a salary of £45 a year, but as he b
to pay for two rootws which he occupied 125, a week,
the salary was not enough ; but the people, thongh
they hud not money, had fuce, and he did not
thunk there was a pig killed by any one of the con-
gregation that he bad not some portion of, aud one
or the other of them would bring him bresd, so that
ho had enongh bread and meat to pay his rent
with. There was an old man in that place who wis
a great miser, and it was sad of hiw that he never
gave anything to anybedy, but ono afternoon he
gave him threo halt-crowns, and a8 he wis wanting
anew hat v the time Le eot it with thw mwoney,
The following Somiay the old mun came to him
aain and ssked b to pray for him that he might
be saved from tie sin of covetousness, amd ho sand :
“The Lord told me to give you hall & sovereign
and 1 kept half acrown back, and I can’v rest of
@1 ight for thinking of it,”

In the early part of his ministry he was rather
popular, and he wos often asked to take partin
anniversary services,  On one occasion he was
asked to preach in a neighboring village, and when
hie enlled on Mr, Brown, the pastor, on the Suaday
morning, Mr. Brown sad to lem: * 1 did not know
you were such a boy, or I woald uet have ashed

ou to preach for me,” * Well,” be said, * [ can go

ack.”  * But” sanl Mr. Browu, “ the people have
come from all partsin all kinds ot vebicles ;" an
then he put his hands vnder his coat-tails and ask
what the world was comir g to whon the hoys who
had wot got rid of the taste of thenr mother’s milkc
went abont preaching, However, he did preach,
and Mr, Brown planted himself cn the pulpic stairs,
He read o lesson from the Proverbs, and upon coms
mg to the Dibssiges, “Liray bairs are a crown of
ﬁl--ry to a man,” he said he doubted that, for he

uew a mon who had a gruy head and who conld
hardly be civil  But the passage went on to say :
“T1t 1t be found in the way of nighteousness,” and
that, ho sakd, was a difterent thing,  When he came
down from the pulpit, Mr. Brown said to him:
“ Itless your beart 1 have been thirty years a min-
ister, and 1 woas never better pleasod with o ser-
mon ; but you are the sauciest dog that ever barked
in o pulpity,” and shey were always good friends
lft'fﬁmnm' on b -

one occasion he was dining at a gentleman's |

Regent's Park when the Orphanage '.l'; in conrse u%
erection. A thousand pounds were wanted to pay
the builder the next woining, He did know where
it was to come from, but he said be had payed tor
it and bad confidence that he should get it; Lut Mr,
Brock said he thought they ought to speak with
caution about such matters. During the dinuner,
however, a telegram was handed to him stating
that a gentleman had led at the Tabernacle an
lelt £1,000 for the Orphanage.,

An amusing blunder was once made by a
who was given by a furmer four flannel shirts to be
dyed a fast gray colorj instead of -mh"'f. dy
them blue, Ou wearing the garments, the
came out of them o ﬁn as the e
expressed it, * ho looked fike & Red Indiun @’
::‘;timt h‘twllit1 i1‘111!'«“1 sbsllmnb:n batha to bim=

o mnan

* again, bo sued the dyer,

£



